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Adverti 


- was intended only for a Family 
Piece, yet, as ſeveral imperfect Copies 
have ſtolen out into the World, it was 
thought proper to publiſh a Correct one. 
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PHILANDER 


AND: 15 TA 


ASPASI 4. 


- 4 P ASTA's to an Angel half refin'd, 


The feebleſt Body, but the nobleſt Mind. 
From fineſt Nerves the livelieſt Spirit ſprings, ' 


As ſprightlieſt Muſic from the ſmalleſt Strings, 
But, while with Rapture all enjoy the Strain, 

The trembling Inſtrument is rack'd with Pain. 
| Weigh'd, with the leaden Hand of Sickneſs, 


down, 


She pines without a Murmur, or a Frown, 


Her Melancholy never grows ſevere, 


Or caſts a Shadow an the Objects near : 33 
Thus Ev'ning Miſts, which * Heats 


exhale, 


Hang or the Lake, but never cloud the Vale. 
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The Stranger's Sight her laughing Eyes beguile, 


And, with her neareſt Friends, her Sorrows ſmile, 


CSE 


Thus, when the Sun in deep Eclipſe declines, 

To ſome, with undiminiſh'd Light, he ſhines ; ; 
And, where o'er all his Face the Gloom is laid, 
Faint Rays of Glory —_ u the e 


Not harden'd by * Won, or ſoft to few, 
Her Pity ſheds on all its fruitful Dew ; 

As Springs with healing Virtue warm, impart 
Their Streams, unfrozen by the Winter's Dart, 


At the ſad Muſic of the Wretches moan, 


She feels His Anguiſh, and forgets her own. 
And does ſhe only feel it? Hear the Voice 
Of Want and Sickneſs at her Gate rejoice, 


O! You, with Her, the Blefling of the 
Swain! 1 

The Partner of her Patience, as her Pain tr 

If thus Aſpaſta our Affections warms, 1 

Who ſtand without, and view but half her 

| Charms, : 


* 


How muſt you lobe, who, Maſter of the. whok, | 


Share all her Thoughts, and live within her Soul, 


See ev'ry delicate Reflection ſtart, 


And feel the Goodneſs glowing at her Heart! 
Yet mote! whoſe Heart with all her Goodneſs 
burns, | 


And meets her gen'rous : Soul with full n 
| 2 200 ! 


| 


Secures the faithleſs Bottom, tames the Wild, 


” OUS, 

O] happy Union! Harmony divine! 
Where both in Virtue, as in Love combine; 
While each the other's Sentiments receives, 


As two fair Rivers intermix their Waves, 


Bleſs all the Lands beſide them, as they — 


And to their Parent's Boſom jointly flow. 


And is no Bleſſing to ſuch Fondneſs given? | 
No Offspring of ſuch Excellence? O! Heav'n! .- 
Heay'n hids them in a grafted Race rejoice, '- | 
The nobler Offspring, not of Chance, but Choice: 


Lo! three young Graces into Virtues grown, 


With all their Bloſſoms into Beauty blown: 
Thy Hand, Aſpaſia, rears each lovely Flow'r, 


Inſtructs them, how to ſcape the dang'rousHour, 


To fence their tenderBreaſts from nightly Harms. 


And by their Union multiply their Charms, 


Preſerve. their Sweetneſs, when "IT Bloom is 
ghaſt, 
And by their 8 W ever laſt. 


"Philander'd Skill, to Hardſhips 3 : 


'Thro' the rough Mountain ſtretches uſeful Eanes, 

And humanizes all the ſavage Plains. 5 

Or, led by - ſprightly Fancy, cloathes the Waſte | 

With all the gay Magnificence of Taſte, 

And, following Nature's F gate from Place to 
Place, 5 


Improves her Beauty, covers ber Diſgrace, ä 
Spreads 
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5 Bpreads a rich Carpet o'er the horrid Moor, 


Turns the green Arch, ſuſpends the lofty. Floor, 


Perpetuates thro? endleſs Lines the 'Sight, 
"While various Scenes diſtract us with Delight; 
The frowning Wood, where Day is but a Daw, 


Or the ſoft Boſom of the naked Lawn; 


The gently leaning Hill, the circling Glade, 
And Silver Vein, that twinkles thro' the Shade, 


Spreads in the broad Canal its flowing Glaſs, 


And Sleeps with graceful Smiles along the Graſs, 


Or, ſtealing from the fond Spectator, ſtrays, 


Andanane the Hill in wanton Erben „ 


But riabler Works 1 his private Hours, 


Had call him to exert diviner Powers: 


Here, in his little World, he fills the Wherde © ; 


With Worth and Wiſdom, tothe Greatunknown, 
Is any wretched ? here he finds Acceſs, 

Is any injur'd ? here he meets Redreſs. 

He traces Mis'ry to her dark Abode, 
And hears the Widows and the W Load. 


-, 


That afl Pile, which lifts the Soul to Heav' n, 


Rais'd by his Zeal, to Piety was giv'n, 
Whoſe Miniſters he feeds with joyful Hands, 1 
Nor turns the ſacred Current to his Lands; 


But skill'd, with happy Judgement, to beſtow, 
He makes hide Riches, like his Waters, flow, 


In many copious Channels, which conduce 
At once to publick Ornament and 1 


Foe 


1 7 ) 
Foe to the vagrant Weed's pernicious Growth, 


Suſtaining Want, he exerciſeth Sloth, 2 
In ſplendid Labours, where his ſeeming Waſte 
Is only — in ms Dreſs of Taſte, 


| Reon O! Rome; ' when he fed 
Thy ſtarving Shepherds twice with diſtant Bread 
, (With foreign Food as friendly Hands ſupply | 
The Infant, when his Mother's Breaſt is dry) 
Repair'd th exhauſted Treafures of the Earth, 
And pour'd a Plenty rd the Waſte of DU” | 


Enough, Philarider ! ſeater round thyWealth, 
But ſpare thy poor Remains of precious Health. 
Oppreſs'd with others Cares, behold ! he bends 
But brightens, at his Table crown'd with Friends. 
With Taſte the Bufet is adorn'd: the Board 
With Plenty, nobler than Profuſion, ſtor'd. * 4 
The vital Liquor bleeds from num'rous Vein; 
And all are happy, for Aſpaſia reigns. 
But by what Laws? the graceful and the fit: 
Diſcretion temp' ring Freedom, Mildnefs; Wit, 
Here human Frailty never is expos'd, 

And Slander's fiery Mouth is ever clos'd, 
That, leaden deep with Hate, by Stealth 8 
And gives the Wound, before we hear the Noiſe. 
Vet Mirth with Manners is not held a Crime; 
And Humour loves to play in Tune and Time. 
Aſpaſia's Spirit ſtarts the pleaſing Strife: 


Eliza's chearful Frankneſe * it Life: 
curiſes ö 


r. n 
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| n s Wit in lively Flaſhes breaks, 
And Laughter flies around, if Lælio 3 "2% 


Whoſe Thoughts are happy, tho' 1 Words are 


few, 
Like Clocks, that ſtrike but aldem, always true . 


Philander's Genius ruling, as the Soul, 
While eaſy Breeding poliſhes the Whole. : 


80 the nice Artiſt ſmoothes the ſolid Glaſs, 
Till ev'ry Roughneſs in the Surface paſs : . | 
Then clear from any Stain, or any Gloom, 

It caſts a Luſtre round the ſtately Room, 
Reflects all Nature's Works with Life and Truth, 
And ſhines, the charming Monitor of Youth, 


Here ever entertain'd with friendly Eaſe, 
And not diſpleaſing, if I fail to pleaſe, 
Delighted I divide my happieſt Days, 

Where Truth converſes, and where Reaſos 
ſways, 

Where Virtue by Regie is improv d. 

And all arc ur. loving and beloy'd, 


